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THE GIRL-STUDENT AND 
“THE SPIRIT THAT QUICKENETH.” 

By Irene Langridge. 

Authoress of “ William Blake, his Life and Art.” 

The young girl standing on the threshold of life wonders 
what it is going to bring to her. She does not know (unless 
she is preternaturaily wise) that life comes to everybody like 
a travelling pedlar, with her apron full of wares from which 
one has to select. We elders know it, for we have made our 
choice, and are now rejoicing in our good bargains, or bewailing 
our bad. And if we could but arm our children with the 
experience we have attained ourselves, how thankful we should 
be ! But we can only stand by and pray God that they do 
not, like the three hunters who pursued their wearisome 
itinerary round the traditional field, mistake the moon for a 
Stilton cheese or any other equally disastrous error. 

Many people think there is no choice; everything, they 
will tell you, is the result of necessity, or of defects of character 

airlwr 111 ; 1 ^'/^ WiU qU ° te Darwin > and the young 
Selhelt n r U ^ *** “ ° f talk wil1 cheerfully 
herself ever ° J, esistanc e and become a fatalist, excusing 

that nre S n v T g &t ^ blamin g the stars above 

responsibility of real chotcTTo d^ ^ 

she has dailv be P n « ’ F ° r dunn & her school education 

toknow.To atoi " f choi ce— the choice to understand. 

chance of evolving intothec. '''i d '° 1Ce W ! U de P end her future 
God intended her to be ex > ser >sitive, perfect organism 

of Xecaus^\ U kno^a tood ^ ^ * he right Way 
true word been said to tl " ^ od many women, who, had the 

was yet choice, would tbey were § irls and there 
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capacity for mind-happiness— may be cnltiTTT 

it is as high above material happiness ^ H 1 . dted ’ and that 

the earth. But to attain to mmd happing™* ^ ab ° Ve 
— j oT a P s$ requires choice 


way reveals more 


and effort at first. 

After initiation, every step along the 
beauty, more delight. 

The fashion of to-day blames the tearW . , • , 
the pupil does not pursue the path of learning iolfan 6 V '1 
the teacher’s responsibility is onerous indeed but thiTot 
the pupil is no less so For though the teacher pipe ‘nto 
her, that is of no use unless she dance. The root of the whole 
matter is that most girls approach the schoolroom in the 
wrong mood. They do not expect to have their hearts or 
imaginations touched. Beauty and romance they think must 
be rigorously excluded from study which concerns the head 
only ; and so they go to the schoolroom often with lagging 
feet and drooping spirits and dead-alive intelligence, leaving 
the best part of themselves outside the door. 

A great artist and poet called William Blake— one who saw 
very deeply into the hidden meaning of things — once wrote 
these words : “If the doors of perception were cleansed, 

everything would appear to man as it is, infinite. For man 
has closed himself up till he sees all things through narrow- 
chinks in his cavern.” 

Blake was thinking of the minds in men, the places where 
their souls dwell. 

And I would suggest that the words might be taken very 
seriously. Many a girl would arise from meditation on the 
subject, determined to batter down the walls that confine her 
spirit and shut out the infinite that surrounds her on every 
side. Such a meditation might well call up a vision of Jesms 
raising Lazarus from the dead. Christ called the dead man 
from the cavern, and Lazarus came forth, li\ing in ee , 
bound hand, foot, and eyes, with the gra\e cotieb. 

Jesus said, “ Loose him and let him go,” and the bandages 
were taken from his feet that he could wa an ^ 

bands that he could use them, and who had 

might lift them up and see the Idea s V rhn sunshine, 

called him out of the darkness into the bug 1 - > m3 
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the soul on earth. We are called into 
life but many shuffle through bound always in the grave 
clothes. They cannot dance or run 01 climb and can f 0rm 
no idea of the joys of movement. They cannot stretch forth 
a hand to help others to loose theii grave-clothes because 
ihey do not know that they are bound themselves. They 
are' deaf to the heavenly music that a line ear may detect 
above the clash of the battle of life, dumb and unable to sing 
for joy, blind to the unutterable beauty of the world through 
which they are passing. But all the time, Christ — who is the 
indwelling Spirit of the Eternal Life in humanity— Christ 
wishes to loose these bonds and let the being go free. 

That then is the true business of our lives, first to realise 
that we are bound and then to set to work to tear off the 
constraining bandages. And when we are free, we shall go 
joyfully along the way, with music and singing, and a great 
enthusiasm and reverence for the prophets who have made 
the said way so glorious ! The prophets, you ask ? Yes 
the prophets, those who show us so much of God — Homer, ' 
Plato, David, Dante, Beethoven, Shakespeare, Browning and 
many, many another, whose name you will find out for your- 
selves when you study in the right way, bringing your whole 
sensitive quivering being to perform its ritual of appreciation 
and worship at the world’s great altars. 

ra\ that nothing beautiful may ever pass you in life, 
unseen unfelt, unheard. The prayer will carry with it an 

very skin * ^ mUSt str W e d of the grave-clothes to the 

wallfare 111 Sl^lhdd^ iS Hke a chamber whoS( ; 

in manv that 1 ,. 16 ^ 00rs are so hidden and obscured 

That is God’s lM f a ^ hght comes through the chinks, 
chamber even if t h ^ mabes man ifest in every heart’s 
Some pe„r ‘ d ; ? t , he . tlnies ‘ glimp-e. 
little ray of ij p i,, ^ , 00 ^ lnt " their innermost, and the 

^cumulated dust and” roblebs ‘h***’ ^ ShU ‘ ° U ‘ by 

then all is dark s- • f 

one door alwavs J,n ° F tke luiac * 8 leams which come through 
A drift of dead leaves T".’ * he door of “ worldly things. 

horrible noise, come through th^w ”* 1 "“h" ®" d “ 
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And the poor httle soul sitting in the midTtTT^T^dd 
have been a sanctuary, but which is really a rubbish hot 

tTdead r eyCS m Pam and W6akneSS and Wears as one 


Ana tnat is very very sad. 

No wonder that the owner of such a mind calls life a miserable 
affair and wonders if there is any Heaven or any God or anv 
good thing at all. 

Then there is another sort of mind, which, though carefully 
swept and cleaned, has no doors open. 

Pigeon holes are erected all round it, so that the doors 
cannot even be seen, much less opened, and the owner sits in 
the midst sorting and labelling “ Facts.” As a rule such an 
owner is very well pleased with himself, but he knows nothing 
of the Infinity of which Blake speaks, nothing of men and 


women and life, and has not even begun to explore his own 
mind, which being bounded and enclosed with pigeon holes 
is very circumscribed. Still, above the pigeon holes a few 
faint streaks of light beam through the top of the doors, and 
this light is the salvation of the poor worker. 

Now I will tell you a story about such a chamber and the 
soul that sat in it. Once upon a time a maiden sat in the 
house of her thoughts, busy sorting facts, tying them up in 
red tape, and poking them into pigeon holes. It was very 
dull work, but she had got accustomed to it and just because 
it was so dull and laborious she thought it must be very good 
work and she rather praiseworthy to do it ! But just now 
she was tired, oh ! so tired, and even more lonely. In her hand 
she held a httle shrivelled up fact which she had labelled 


Greek Art.” 

She put this hand on her heart which was beating in a 
uttering uncomfortable way, and the fact soon giew very 
'arm, and indeed seemed to her to have a pulse like her own 
fflich she distinctly felt. She had never had any trouble of 
ais sort with facts before and thought it very uncanny, 
lore especially as a faint scent seemed to emanate r0 " 1 ’ 

scent of myrtle and citron mixed with sea-breezes and her 
nruly heart gave a jump, and she found heree f 
trangely for she hardly knew what ! The room 
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in 


imll and cl^e^ and ugly all of a sudden, and the little seed i 
her hand the only thing of interest in it 

As she looked closely at it, it began to swell and quiv er 
in her hand and to grow quite quickly. 

She moved it so that one of the faint streaks of light fell on 
it and it began to expand quite magically. So magical 
that our maiden began to feel giddy with excitement and 
closed her eyes. When she opened them again, the fact was 
no longer to be seen, but in the middle of her hand stood a 
little boy fairy. 

“ p u t me down,” said the little creature imperiously, “ and 
take me into the air and sunshine ; I shall never grow up in 
this close room. Indeed I feel very faint and you had better 
make haste and open the door or I shall just shrivel up into 


a fact again.” 

“ But how can I take you where I have never been myself ? 
I live always in this room,” said our maiden. 

“All you have tojlo,” said the little seed-boy, “ is to take 
away that case of pigeon holes ^behind it you will find a door. 
\ ou can open it with this^key, and then I can escape away 
and you shall not lock me up in a drawer you cruel, cruel girl.” 
Oh ! I did not mean to be cruel,” said the poor girl 
hastening to do what he dictated, “ but you see I did not 
know you were alive.” 


oaiu lilt: 


in. 


— ** j ) 




TVi • 1 11 1 *r ' ■ b- fiijj fVV@ 

with fiT Pt I ed ° Ut the case from the wall, and after struggling 
a sudden th ’ " 1C ^ WaS Ver y dun g open the door. On 
our nale ere 7 a , S a S ° Und ° f Sea waves > a soft wind blew on 

Poor dim Tyes^nVth 6 ’ ^ SUnshine nearl y blinded her 
flower hung i„ i he dear a * of m y rtla “d pomegranate 

bounded out'into m! 7 ’ 7- hat became of him ? He had 
fairy, but grown mai^ n^h ^ and now stood > n0 lon & er 
Ho 'vas g ver y teauliM beside the saa ' 

head and neck set 1 Hi' W1 ^ s * ra *&ht brown limbs and a 
smooth^and firmlv m tuj ° n his shoulder s. His face was 
of a perfect contour ’ wdb out any lines or furrows and 

ls s h°rt blue-black hair was bound 
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with a golden fillet, and he looked at our - 1 
maiden with an amused yet friendly air P °° l house ‘ boun d 
“ Who are you, and how did you and T * , 
asked, breathless with wonder. ' lere ' ” sbe 


Y ° U , may " ask ” re,l "'ned the beautiful youth. - It 

ou 

with your head, but it is not. It is the heaTwhich' “wT* 


r . L11C u eautuul vouth 

all came from your putting the fact against your heart v 

have never done that before. You think it is enourt, ' ' 


into life the pale seeds that you call facts ” And when he 
had said this he smiled, and the fact collector thought him 
such a glorious creature that she fell on her knees before him 
and exclaimed, “ May I enquire your lordship’s name ? ” 

And the young man answered saying, “ I am the spirit of 
Greek Art, and if you will use your heart and imagination, 
I will show you beautiful things, and you shall rejoice and be 
glad.” 

And he led her over the red rocks by the deep-coloured sea 
to a cliff which seemed to touch the sky. Lightly he leapt 
up the rocky ascent, and the white sea-birds flew around his 
head. But the poor maiden, hotly pursuing him, tore her 
dress and bruised her hands as she awkwardly climbed the 
cliff’s face. At last they reached the top where green grass 
grew to the edge of the cliff making a soft green carpet. 

The seaward view of sky and rosy islands and illimitable 
space and light smote the girl dumb with wonder and awe. 

It was almost a relief to look at the pale crocuses and spiing 
flowers which starred the close fine grass at her feet. She 
picked a few of them and smelled them to make sure she was 
awake and not dreaming. 

“ That is what Persephone was doing when Pluto sudden y 
appeared and carried her off to his undergroun mg 

said the spirit of Greek Art watching her. 

“So it was,” the girl answered, with a sudden access of 

recollection, “ but I never imagined how it lw PP e1 ^ , h 
Then he made her walk across the downs mland, 
saw another cliff rising like a wall from u b 
niche or foothold for man or beast or hire . gn0W> to 

It was smooth as polished marble, an w brilliant 

look at it with the brilliant sky above 
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grass below made the eyes ache. At its base where it 
plunged into the soil, there was a mass of rubble and a deep 
deep hole. 

And in front of the cliff was a Greek temple, and i n the 
centre of the colonnade a seated statue looked out to sea 
“ Come with me,” said the spirit to the girl, “ and look 
down the dark staircase to the under world. In the old old 
days before men counted time, there was a great volcanic 
upheaval here and the earth opened with fire and smoke, and 
swallowed up a fair young woman, a princess, who was picking 
flowers in the meadows above Knidos. And her mother 
sought for her, sorrowing, all over the world. And as the story 
was passed on down the ages and the drama of the life of the 
earth occupied men’s thoughts, they called the princess 
‘ Persephone ’ and thought of her as the life of the flowers’ 
and her mother they called ‘ Demeter,’ and she seemed to 
them to represent the principle of motherhood ; she was the 
pioductive life of the earth in corn and fruits and animals 
indeed in everything, and the beautiful myth stood for all 
sorts of truths, and was true then, and is now 

seth?rl day r ? eat n SCUlpt0r made this of Demeter, and 

was the eM “ “I r ° nt ° f the r0ck at the base of which 
was it rh a' K:e , t0 the lmder world - Tradition said-or 
thTt Pet 7 ot a m Sea that had whis Pered to Dcmeter ?- 

there in the midstTtheTa™ So"! !. Khod f s - the island away 
looking out across th, i ‘ ' ^ le scu *ptor made Demeter 

tired and Ld “ h h ! d0 ™ S and the «« to Rhodes. She is 

Demeter, because she"wearsThe " d k T ^ ‘ S a traVelHng 
and dignified, although her arms'? “? cloak - but beautlful 
nose is smashed. Th c ms lave been broken, even her 

0ne f eels for the tender ^IcH i° ne l0 ° ks at her > the more sorr y 
could see her, and ^ ° Ut at sea, the toiling 

There she is! There 1 ’ +1*° men WOldd sa y to each other, 
your people have taken f ^ mother watching ! ’ But now 
sk Y above her and the „ ^ f Way from the cliff with the blue 
within the walls of the p ^ enea ^ 1 ^ ler feet and have set her 
did well, for Knidos k UlS 1 ^ useum in London. And they 

"° Uld be no one to wonder^t 1 ^ deserted now 5 and there 

<l u 1 sorrow and her beauty, but 
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the sea-birds ; whereas through 'thTl TT 
Museum all the nations of the eaVh^r^/ 0 ^ Bd «sh 
glance and pass on, but some are arreste d , d g °’ Maa y 
figure and try to find out the secret of i ts 1 bef ° re the hooded 
few who are not only students but lovet beau V A 

the Greek foreshadowing of the everW ^ m thlS Dem eter 

pain. • Is it nothing t! you, a^Thaf ^ ! ‘" d 

a part of her own life (the J? ^ d -th o, 
spiritual part of it) is a mystery to her and a de, ^ 
does she dimly realise that death can never hold mT’tS 
Persephone purified and radiant will return a P ,in tn 

and uplift the Maternal Spirit of the world, a^d the hTarts 
0 ) x m 6 n. • 

The \ oung man stopped and looked severelv at our maiden 
so that she quailed before him. ' 

“ You thought you knew about Demeter ! You found 
Knidos on the map, and you were sure you could detect the 
influence of Scopas and Praxiteles in this statue. It was fourth 
century you say ! Yes ! Yes ! And you could pass a very 
fair examination on it. But till to-day you have never seen it 
with your imagination nor felt it in your heart, and I say that 
till you use your heart and your imagination in your work, you 
may just as well not work at all. 

“ Go back to your little stuffy chamber and open all the doors 
and windows and let in the light and air, and let yourself out. 
Yes ! Yes ! By all means go and lose yourself.” And when 
he had done speaking he disappeared. 

Now I think that the young man spoke with great wisdom. 

To allow the horizon to be bounded by self is deadly. It is 
like dwelling in a walled-up cell. We must lift up our e\es 
to the lulls. However constricted or hardly conditioned } 0UI 
lot may be, if you have true education, you have the elixir 0 
life. , 

For the world is just a great book of the thoughts of God. 
He is expressing Himself in its evolution and each 1 
hfe is a portion of the great whole, and * hl ^“ h * have taken 
and the splendour of God may be seen v ^ is above 

the bandages from their eyes. Heaven, 


920 THE GIRL-STUDENT AND “ THE SPIRIT THAT QUICKENETh >j 

vou and about you, can only be entered through the doorwav 
of your own soul. If you lose the Lev to that door then 
Heaven help you. 

Heaven is here and now. I o learn God’s thoughts i n 
history, art, literature, and music is the beginning. Enlarge 
yourself ; see widely, mount, and “ follow the Gleam.” God 
would have us great spirits bringing our whole natures— 
intellectual, emotional, spiritual into play, not merely 
exercising a fractional part. “ Im Ganzen, Giiten, Wahren 
resolut zu leben,” was Goethe’s motto. We also may take it 
for ours. 


PHYSICAL EDUCATION* 

By Dk. Atkinson Wood. 

,t has been considered for many years necessary for boys to 
have plenty of exerc.se and play, in f act it has ^ 

work and no play makes jack a dull boy,” an ugly boy an 
unmanly boy, a png and perhaps something worse If i" 
anything worse. It often has the same effect on Jill, except thal 
it sometimes makes her very morbid and very silly. Athletic 
play is a humanizing power, an outlet for some of the 
unnaturally pent up physical energies of both sexes. In days 
gone by it was considered unseemly for girls to take part in 
any active exercise ; the girls’ school walk for boarders was 
about all it was considered necessary or seemly for the young 
ladies to take. The poor girl was never allowed out without 
an attendant, she sat indoors and sewed all day, she was 
bound round with tight corsets which prevented her from 
taking deep breaths. She had a poor circulation and as a 
consequence constipation, anaemia, lassitude and lethargy, 
was spotty and stooping with a morose look, and an unhappy 
and often a morbid mind were inevitable consequences. The 
thoughts and disposition have a far greater effect on the 
personal appearance than the features. Compare this picture 
with the girl just going to a hockey match with pleased 
expectancy shining on her face, and coming home with flushed 
cheeks and sparkling eyes, quick thoughts and apt repartee. 
Perhaps also with a black eye, but that is of »ma 
consequence compared with healthy thoughts and a eeing 
of happiness with all the world. Happv does not expres , 
ask a girl who really takes part in a game of hoc. ey or cnc 
and wears appropriate clothing if taking such physica - 
has not introduced ...to her life a joy that she 
before. The “ good smart walk ” of girl , a kes 

be compared with the game of t°-< ■>> interest in the 

an interest in the exercise, this taxing 
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